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1 Yes, Mrs. Ponder? * Judith said again, her
voice small and quivering in her anger.

*  I   was   straightening   things,   ma'am/   the
woman answered in her sulky, deep-toned voice,
* helping to keep your drawers tidy.'

* You are not paid, I think, to keep my drawers
tidy.'

Mrs. Ponder was recovering her self-com-
mand. She had thought that she was safe
enough, had just time enough. What ill luck
that the little soft-footed, prying thing should
come creeping up five minutes too soon! Oh
well! she wasn't going to be put down by this
red-haired left-over of a thief and a vagabond.
She knew what she knew.

She put one hand on her hip.

4 Excuse me, ma'am. I cannot say I am sure
what I am paid for and what I am not paid for,
only to do my duty, I should suppose/

* And is it your duty to decipher my personal
letters? '

*  I do not know what you mean, ma'am, by
deciphering.    I was intending for the best*'

' You are very obliging, but it is a dangerous
precedent, Mrs. Ponder, as I think you will find.
Leave this room! It will not, I trust, be long
before you leave this house.'

The woman came forward. She was half of a
mind to have her say. It was a year and a bit since
this French Madame (for Mrs. Ponder, like many
another, confused facts when she wished to) had
come to the house interfering and disturbing.
She, Mrs. Ponder, had hated her from the first.